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"David, come on! Please??" | whined and squirmed my body, stamping on one foot and then the other. 


He sighed, pretending he was exasperated with me. He always pretended when | got like that. It was an unspoken 
game of ours. One which | thoroughly enjoyed playing. So did he. 


"What? What now, child?" 
"Come play with me." | jutted my bottom lip out, tucking my chin into my chest. 
"Play with you?" 


"Its snowing outside." 


"You want to go play in the snow?" He asked as he put his pen down 


| nodded as | pulled a beanie down onto my head. "Want to go sledding and throw snowballs at Shelby and take a 
walk with you." 


He gave me a sweet smile. | knew when to ask him to take these breaks. If | didn't come and find him 
sometimes, he'd spend hours pouring over this paperwork for the store. There was always something that 
needed doing, according to David. Inventory, sales trending, price comparing, new recipes to look for, balancing 
the spreadsheets. That was his term for making sure the shop was in the black The shop was always in the 
black. My brilliant man had a head for business. And a body for pleasure. 

"Its cold out." 


"I know. We'll bundle up. Please, David?" | purred as | stalked closer, moving slowly, swinging my hips. 


| sunk to my knees as | pulled his chair away from the table. | pushed his knees apart and wedged myself 
between them. Rising up, | took his face in my hands and pressed kisses all over it. 


"You're impossible." He managed to grumble between my assault. 
"I know. And you're a saint for putting up with me. Now, come outside. I'll make it worth your while." 
"Oh, will you now?" 


Pressing my forehead against his, my nose against his nose, | grinned and gave a little nod. "I will." 


| managed to get David dressed in a pair of thermals under his jeans, a long-sleeve thermal under one of my 
flannels and heavy wool socks under his boots. | donned the same outfit and we then pulled on our heavy coats, 
hats, scarves and gloves. David laughed at me when | put a bubble coat on Shelby, too. And then the three of 
us made our way up the street, to the park. David held Shelby's leash while | carried the sled by one its rails. 


"We are men in our forties, Dave. Are we really going sledding with the kids?" 
"Yes!" 


Once we entered the park, David unleashed the dog and she ran off, hopping in the deep snow. The sled trailed 
behind us as | held onto it's rope in one hand and my baby's hand in the other. We found the hill and stood at 


the top of it, watching five or six children play on their own sleds. One of them had a large, metal saucer that 
| was itching to get hold of. 


"Ready?" | asked David. 


"You first? 
"No, both of us!" 

He rolled his eyes and sighed. "All right, but you're up front" 
"Good. | wanted you to wrap yourself around me anyway" 


| sat down at the front of the sled and pulled my feet up to the brace. David sat behind me and, first, 


wrapped his legs around my waist, and then his arms around my shoulders. 

"Hold on tight, baby!" As | used my hands to push us right to the edge of the hill 

"I hope you know what you're doing!" 

"Of course | know what l'm doing!" 

| didn't know what | was doing. | figured you just sent yourself sailing down the hill. So that's what | did. Man, 
we flew! And just kept going. We held the record for furthest distance that day. And fell over in a laughing, 

giggling fit when we finally came to rest. 

"Angels!" | yelled, flopping onto my back and making a snow angel. 

David made some comment about me being an overgrown child before he flopped onto his back and made an 
angel also. He was still moving his legs and arms back and forth when | crawled over to him and scooped him 
into my arms. 

It was a good thing we drifted so far away from the hill. Those kids did not need to us kissing and pawing at 
each other in the snow. David rolled me onto my back and climbed onto my chest. He was beautiful. The cold 
weather had given his nose and cheeks a sweet, red flush and snow flakes had gathered in his eyebrows and 
the ends of his hair. 

"You're so amazing. You look like a snow angel. My very own snow angel" | told him. 

His pink lips curled into a smile. 

‘Nothing makes me happier than making you smile." 


"Stop buttering me up, Grohl. I'm already out here with you, getting wet and freezing my ass off, aren't |?" 


Ah, we were still playing the game. Okay. 


"But David!" | whined. 
He shut me up with a long, deep kiss. 


Next time we went down the hill, David was in front. He was much better at navigating than |. After that, he 


called Shelby back while | bummed a ride on the metal saucer. 

We took the long way, around the lake, on the way home and stopped at a small cafe for a hot chocolate. They 
used whipped cream and chocolate shavings and put it in these thick, brown crockery mugs, which | loved. 
Other patrons commented on Shelby's cute jacket, making David roll his eyes when | grinned and thanked them. 


This time, David dragged the sled and held my gloved hand. 


Back at the loft, David grumbled as he plucked off each layer of clothing. "Are you happy now? We went 


sledding and made snow angels and l'm freezing my ass off. It's going to take me forever to get warm again" 


Foreplay. It was foreplay and we both knew it. As | peeled away my own clothing, | smirked, saying nothing. 
David gathered everything and took it out to the dryer. | took the opportunity to start a hot shower. 


"your boots are out by the heating vent in the kitchen. And make sure you .. Dave?" David was badgering me 


about something when he returned to the bedroom. 


| slowly leaned against the bathroom door frame, crossing my arms over my chest. "Are you done complaining 


or do you want to keep going here in the shower?" 


He tried not to grin He really tried to keep up the pretense that he was angry with me. He even gave my bare 


ass a slap when we entered the shower together. This time | shut him up with a kiss of my own. 

With my mouth devouring his, | backed him up against the glass, taking his hands and raising them above his 
head. | continued to kiss him while | cuffed his wrists with the suction cup cuffs we got a long, long time ago. 
In my opinion, we didn't use them nearly enough. 

"How's that, baby?" 


"What are you doing?" 


"I told you | would make it worth your while." | smirked as | used a single index finger to trail down the middle 


of his chest. "Now, don't make me gag you as well." 


Slowly, | crouched down onto the balls of my feet and gave him one last grin before | lifted his slowly 


awakening dick to my mouth. 


Later that evening, | let David return to his paperwork He had a grin on his face and | swear | heard him 


softly humming ‘Winter Wonderland’. 


